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One 


Author's Notes: 
This could be long and involved if | have the energy for it. 


Court was brutal. It usually was, | guessed. | left the courthouse, ducking my head and ignoring the reporters 
who all shouted at me, "Axl! Axl!" Whatever. | knew they were just doing their job, like everyone else. But who 
wanted to just shout at celebrities outside of courthouses all day? But | wasn't judging anymore. | didn't know 


shit. 


In the sun my hair looked orange, and | hated that. | heard the names from when | was a kid again, carrot top, 
fire crotch. Shit, kids were mean. | ducked into my limo, loosened my tie, closed my eyes. Court was fucking 
brutal. Stephanie was counter suing me over our relationship and the way it disintegrated. When normal people 
broke up badly you just broke all the other one's stuff, maybe burned it. When rich celebrities broke up you 
dragged each other to court to try and squeeze a few hundred thousands dollars out of the other one, the 


equivalent of some normal person's favorite glass knickknack shattering into a thousand pieces. 


| didn't open my eyes the whole ride home. | just replayed scenes from that courtroom over in my head. 


Stephanie sat there all dressed up in her black suit dress, like she was at a funeral. She was, in a way. It was 
the funeral for our relationship. We'd already seen that, though. It was right there for anybody to see 
whenever MTV felt like playing it. It was the fucking video for "November Rain". 


At home | looked at the view. It was a nice ass view, all the twinkling little lights of Los Angeles. It was the 
best view money could buy. | poured myself a beer and sat on the deck and just stared out into the blue black 
sky and the emerging little lights far below. When | was young and hungry and basically living in the fucking 
gutter or staying with hookers or working at some shit video store and spending all my money on stage outfits 
and equipment and eating like one donut a day and fucking starving, | thought money would make everything 
better. If | was rich and famous everything would be perfect and I'd be happy and the fucking demons that 
howled in my head all day long would finally be quiet. | sipped my beer and shook my head. It wasn't true. 
Money and fame didn't make anything better. Maybe they made it worse. 


| heard the phone ring and | was tempted to just let it ring, but | didn't. | answered it. 


"Axl, just a heads up," It was my lawyer. | sighed and then braced myself. Whatever he was about to say 
would not be good. 


"Stephanie tracked down Erin, and she's going to testify against you," 


Erin. | squeezed my eyes shut, seeing the scenes flash again, the scenes of our screwed up relationship. Me 
and Stephanie was nothing compared to me and Erin. | licked my lips and managed to croak out a response to 


my lawyer. 
"Yeah, okay," | said, rubbing my temples. 
"We'll deal with it, Axl. Don't worry," he said, and | nodded despite the fact that he couldn't see me. 


"Yeah," | said, and hung up the phone, and then | threw it against the wall. It shattered into jagged black plastic 
pieces, just like in the video for "Patience". All these things were from my life, the TV. could play them 
sometimes for anyone to see, the vultures and voyeurs. But that wasn't really fair because | did it, | put 


these things on the T.V. for everyone to see. 


It was a cheap phone and | had another one to replace it. Phones were things | tended to break a lot, so | had 


extras. 


| sat down outside again and sipped my beer. | felt the dark around me, looked down into the lit up grid of the 


city and wondered what poor, scrambling, talented people were down there just waiting to break through. 


Stephanie got ahold of Erin. That bitch. That cunning, deceitful bitch. But | knew what that meant. Erin's 


testimony meant public humiliation. It also meant | was going to lose this case to Stephanie. 


It was the weekend and that meant that court was on a break. It would resume Monday with Erin's testimony. 
| could imagine what she would say. | wouldn't look good, | knew that. | knew it every time | hit her. | could say | 


couldn't help it, and it felt like that when | was doing it, but | didn't really think that was the truth. 

| felt exhausted. | still couldn't believe it was all over with Stephanie. | thought we were friends underneath all 
the romance, | thought | could build a fucking life with her, raise Dylan and have other kids. | thought about 
Erin's miscarriage. | thought of it every so often, thinking how old the baby would be if it had been born. 
Maybe | was better off without kids, or the kids would be better off. I'd probably be as violent with them as | 
was with women, why not? It was what | was brought up with, it was hard wired into me. I'd wreck any kids 
that were unlucky enough to be raised by me. 


"Axl," | jumped, not expecting anybody. | looked up into a mass of black curls. Slash. 


"What are you doing here?" | said, no inflection in my voice. | wanted it to be dark so | could have another 


beer. 

"Nice to see you, too, fucker," he said, his voice all sloppy and slow. Lazy. He had this lazy cool way of speaking, 
| didn't respond. His presence was making me uncomfortable. | knew what he wanted. He wanted to work on shit. 
"Listen, I've been working on some things... | rolled my eyes up toward him. Too much alcohol was making him 
look old. He'd look like Duff pretty soon if he didn't watch it. Duff was dying, but | couldn't stop that or 
anything like it. They'd all die. You couldn't stop addicts, | knew that now. 


"Oh, yeah? Well, | can't work on anything with you right now-" 


"Why not?" He was whiny. It was this LA. street kid whine. If you whined like that back in Indiana someone 


would kick your ass. Here it was perfectly acceptable to whine at people all day long. 
Its this court thing. Look, Stephanie got in touch with Erin," | said, looking down at my sneakers. 


"Oh shit, man You're screwed," he said. 


chapter 2 


| rolled my eyes up toward him, standing on the edge of my yard. Yeah, | was screwed. 
"Hey, Slash? Go get us some beers," | said. 


He nodded and turned back toward the house and went through the sliding glass doors. | gazed out over the lit 
up grid of the city below. Jesus. Erin With Erin it was mostly my fault, | could admit that. If | had manic 
depressive disorder, which | didn't totally agree with, | mean, how could you know that from one stupid fill in 
the circles test? But something was off, that was why | went to that stupid clinic in the first place, my moods 
were a mess, and with Erin it was bad, not that | could blame some "disorder" | didn't even really think | had..it 


was just a mitigating circumstance. 


"Here," Slash said, handing me a bottle of Budweiser. | tilted it back and took a long swallow, and Slash sat in the 


wooden white beach chair next to me. 


Erin's gonna testify," | said, my voice deep and cracking. Back in the day when | lived with Slash in all those 
places, stripper's pads and slum apartments and that small, closed off, windowless "recording studio" in the 


Gardner alley, he'd been witness to more than one of the fights me and Erin had. 


"Dude, what did you do to Stephanie to get her so pissed at you?" he said, and | drank my beer, lit up a 
cigarette and pulled the smoke deep into my lungs. With Erin it was pretty much my fault, but Stephanie? | 


wasn't sure. 


| thought about Dylan. Dylan was Stephanie's son, and when he was around | felt like | could be some kind of a 
father to him. He was so small and trusting and | thought, | could be for him what no man who tried to be my 
father could ever be for me..and | had felt good around him. | closed my eyes, squeezed them shut. | wasn't 
Dylan's biological father and Stephanie had said | would never see him again, and she'd probably feed him lies so 
he could grow up hating me like | hated the assholes who fucked me over, William Rose Sr. and that sorry 
excuse for a father, Stephen Bailey. 


"| don't know," | said, my eyes still shut. | didn't know anything anymore. 


Court was pressing down on me, | dreaded the thought of going. | hated getting dressed up in that suit just so 
some judge could look down on me. It reminded me of all those stupid court dates in Indiana when | was not 
much more than a kid and the cops there kept hassling me. | remembered getting all dressed up in that second 
hand suit, my hair brushed to the side and tucked behind my ears, but they still threw me in jail anyway. At 


least then reporters weren't shouting my name and shoving microphones into my face. 


"So we're not gonna get any work done on this album, are we? This court shit is taking up all of your time?" 


Slash said, downing almost all of his beer in one long swallow. | looked over at him, my look sharp, but it was 
too dark for him to see it. 


"lm gonna get massacred in that fucking court on Monday, Slash, so yeah, | can't concentrate on it right now," 
| said, standing up, letting my empty beer bottle fall into the grass at my feet. | paced, loosened my already 
loosened tie, it was choking me. | ran my hands through my hair, catching my fingers on the greasy strands. | 


didn't want to deal with this shit. 


| sat back down in the reclining beach chair, the city lights twinkling below. What | had wanted was a family 
with one of those women, first Erin and then Stephanie. | thought I'd reached the peak with this music thing 
and | could turn my attention to a family, to kids..but I'd destroyed both relationships and Stephanie took the 
closest thing I'd had to a son away from me..and | was going to be all alone with some huge settlement to pay 
and Slash nagging at me to get back to the fucking album which wasn't written, and how was | supposed to 
write it without Izzy? He left, too. Sooner or later they'd all leave. 


‘lm just..l'm screwed, | can't concentrate on anything..Jesus Christ..did you bring any Jack Daniels with you?" | 
said, knowing | had stronger stuff than beer in the house but | didn't want to move. You could count on 
alcoholics for having at least a pint of something with them. 


"Yeah, sure," he said, reaching into a pocket and pulling out an almost full pint of Jack Daniels, his drug of 
choice. He held it out to me and | took it from him, feeling the smooth cold glass beneath the palm of my hand. 


| unscrewed the cap and took a long swallow, feeling it burn down my throat and explode in my stomach. 


"Take it easy with that stuff,” Slash said, his tone a warning. | took another long swallow, the burn not as bad 
this time 


| was drunker than l'd been in a long time, the lights below were all smeared, like a painting someone ran a 
paintbrush through. My speech was slurred as | tried to tell Slash about what losing Dylan meant and how he 
would never know the truth and how it was killing me. Slash listened and nodded and rubbed my back but | 
don't think he was fully understanding. When | tried to stand | almost fell. Slash grabbed onto me. 


"Whoa, Axl, you're shit-faced. C'mon," he said, slinging an arm around me and leading me to the house. The 
house was quiet and so large, the ceilings high and vaulted, that every sound echoed. | watched my feet try to 
trip over each other on the hard tile, trying to spill me to the floor so | could crack my head open and bleed 
to death. 

"C'mon," Slash said, leading me to the stairs that lead to the hall that lead to my bedroom. 


"No," | said, tired, trying to pull away from him. The room was starting to spin. 


"Yeah, what are you gonna do? Sleep on the tile floor? Let's go," He kept pulling me, his arms around me, and 


he brought me to the bedroom, letting me go when we reached the bed. It was so soft, the covers and the 
sheets cooled by the air conditioning. But the world still spun, tilted on its axis. Fuck, | wanted to throw up. 


Somewhere at the edges of the world | felt Slash taking my sneakers off, but it didn't make me any more 
comfortable. | was numb to everything except the sickening spinning of the whole world, and it was speeding up. 


"Uh, I'm gonna puke," | said, standing up, stumbling to the bathroom and landing on my knees in front of the 
toilet. 


